4 _ TheTftigtdie 

To feede my humor, wifh thy fcife no harme. 

Dhi.Glo. No, when he that is my husband now* 

CTame to me 1 Followed Henries couttCf 
When the blood was fearfe walhtfrora his hands, 
Whichiffued from my otherangcil husband. 

And that dead faint, which then I weeping followed, 
O.When I lay, 1 lookt on Rtcbards iicc, 

This was my wilh,bc thou quoth I accurfi. 

For making me fo yong fqold a widow. 

And when thou wedft, let forrow haunt thy bed. 

And be thy Wiftifany be lb badde 
As oailcrable by the death of thee. 

As thou haft made me by my deare Lords death, 

Loe cuea I can repeate this curie againe, 

Euen in foftiott a Ipace, my womans heart 
Oofly grew captiucco his bony words, 

And prou d the fubict^sofniine owne Ibules curie. 
Which tuer litice hath kept mine eyes ftotn fteepe, 

For ncuer yet, one hourc in his bed, 

Haue I enioyed the golden dew of fteepe. 

But haue bene waked by bis timerous dreames, 

Bcfidcs he hates me for my father 
.<»nd will Ihortly be rid of aic. 

A\is poore Ibule, I pitty thy complaints* 

DHt.GU. No more then from ray foule I nsburne for yours 
Farewell, thou weefull welcomer of glory. 

-^due peore foule thou takefl thy leaue of it, 
^»s,ror,Go thou to Richmma Sc good fortune guidetbee 

0 theu to '^tchardy and good Angth guard thee, 
thou to raB<duary,good thoughts poftcfte thee, 

I to my graue where peace and reft lie with me, 

“^ghty old yeatps of forrow haue J feene. 

And each bourcs ioy wracki with a wcekeof tccne. 

The trumpets fesutd, Enter RJchardemmedfBwkiHg’ 

J*part. Coufenof Buck^rham^ 

1 c me thy band s . Here he afitndt hii throve 


p/’RIchird thi Thirds 

Thus high ^ thy aduice 

Aid thy 8 fliftance is King Richard (hated. • 

But (hall we were thrle honours for a day? 

Or lhall they laft and we reioyce in them ? 

Bnc, Still line they, and forcuer may they laft. 

King. O Bvek^gbam now I doe play the touch. 

To try iftbcu be currant gold ndeedes 
Tbflg Edwerd Hues : thinke now what I would lay 
Say on my gracious foucraigne. . 

Kfrg Why Bnektnghem J fay I would be King. 

Bw. Why /re you ate my thrice renowned Liege; 
King* Ha : am I King ? tis fo,but EdidMrdXmeu 
JShc* True noble Prince. 

O bitter' conlcquence. 

That Edwerd fi ill Ihould Hue true noble Prince* 

Coulen thou wert nor wont to be fo doll , 

Shall ] beplaincl wilh the baftardsdead, 

>^nd I would haue it fuddainly pcrformde, 

What laieft tbcu ? Ipeake (tfddenly, be briefe, 

Tour grace may doe your plealure. 

Kmg, Tut, tut , thou art all yce, thy kindeneffe fwcaeth; 
Say, haue I thy confent that they ftiall die ? 
tuc, Giuc me fome breath my Lord, 

Bflbre I pofitiuely fpeake herein s 
I will refolue your grace itnediatlie. 

Cat. The King is angry lee he bites his lip.' 

King,\ will coHuerfe with iron wittie fooles, 
;4ndTnrefpeaiue •Beyes, noncareforme 
bat looke into me with conlidcrate eyes ; 

%”l.ord **^*"^ ^*^ *»^^^wgrowes circumlpedt^. 
Knowft thou not any whome corrupting gold 

Would tcmptvnto a clofe exploit ofdeatfi. 

^ * difeontemed Gentleman, 

w Doie humble meancimatcht not his haughty nund< 
Gold were as good as twenty Orators, ^ 

Jd will no doubt temp: him to any thing. 

What is bis name? ^ 



«;• His name my Lord, is Terrlik 
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